130                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
Tou ha\e houses here*" he finally exclaimed in astonishment
A woman came out. Her eyes were wild She had lost her child somewhere in the sewers Wringing her hands, she ran from one child to another, peering into dirty faces, pushing their stringy hair off their eyes, shrieking hysterically as she called the name of her child in an animal cry,
Barbarka stood at a small table, handing out glasses of water mixed with wine, and salting the contents generously with tears. We all cried as we lifted them out of the manhole and wiped their faces and removed the filthy rags from their wounds to make room for clean bandages
A shriveled-up old woman was helped out of the sewer Her frail body was wrapped up in lace curtains, tied together somehow. That was all she had on She staggered on the pavement, looked around, screwed up her face in anger and called shnlly* The coach! Where is my coach? Fin in a hurry! The coach for Madame la Comtesse! I can't be too late at the ball The Ambassador is waiting Where is my coach?" Zofia took her and calmed her better than any of us ever could.
Tiro semi-year-olds were next to be hoisted out of the hole Hie gay Barbara W., who never learned that most questions Sad better go unasked, put her arms around tie two children, swallowed her teais and asked them about their parents. The little boy, holding the girls hand, aad the littfe girl, holding onto her brother s hand, looked at Barbara pathetically, without answering* Then, their small, dirty fists flew up to their eyes, which they began rubbing with quick, determined gestures, smearing dirt and tears all over their faces, TTieir parents had been left & tibe Old Town. Tliere was no larger cemetery in Warsaw la those days.
Some erf the Home Army men came up from the sewers la good shape, They stood ia orderly ranks, ever growing,